GATEWAY   TO   GREATNESS
smaller open space, the Praca dos Restauradores, built subsequently
to commemorate the recovery of national independence in 1640.
From this" Restoration Square " begins the pride of modern Lisbon,
the broad, tree-lined and flowered, three-thoroughfared Avenida
da Liberdade, which climbs the central valley and ends in a round-
about, in the middle of which stands, appropriately, a statue of
the Marquess of Pombal. Lisbon climbs east and west from this
valley and stretches north of it to hilly, open country. Pombal,
remembered chiefly for his persecution and suppression of the Society
of Jesus and the extreme cruelty with which the Tavora family
was executed at Belem, was the architect of the centre of modern
Lisbon. He did not (unfortunately) complete his plan and there
still remains to be built a river-front avenue from the Praca da
Commercio to link with the road to Belem and Estoril. The
Avenida was not built until late in the nineteenth century, but,
essentially, the centre of modern Lisbon is very much as it was set
up by Pombal directly after the disaster of 1755. But for its bal-
conies and its colouring, Pombaline Lisbon, in its simplicity and
straight streets, might be a part of central London. But the
character of Lisbon does not come from its design or its buildings.
Throughout its long history, its character is expressed in its people,
who, for all their air of melancholy and patient resignation when
things go wrong, invest their capital with an atmosphere of intense
vitality. But it is from the small, out-of-the-way shops, and from
the labyrinths of hillside streets and winding alleys, and from the
tall palaces which have come down in the world and are now
tenements, that an impression can be formed of Lisbon as it once
was. In spite of Pombal, Lisbon is still theatrical and in a large
measure it is still medieval.
At the turn of the century, we find Beckford8 writing of enter-
tainment by swarms of musicians, poets, bull-fighters and dwarfs,
of noblemen sitting down to thirty-five-course meals, and of the
warbling of modinhas, fireworks, barking dogs, the gossip of priests
and of Belem under a sunset sky ; and Robert Southey thinking
nostalgically of the filth of the city streets, of slops still being
emptied from the windows, of fierce and scavenging dogs and of
the deformed and diseased beggars who solicited him at every
street corner. The sight of a monastery (or a monk) filled him with
mingled emotions of pity and disgust, yet he found much comfort
in the beauty, richness and grandeur of ships riding at anchor,
138